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politanism, pictures of Egypt or China, talked in
American, with captions in Danish. As the Heavens
for Sigurd the Priest, so the earth for us grows "small as
a calfskin"; and not always more intelligent.
This strange mingle of ancient and modern, of sophisti-
cation and simplicity, recurs at every step throughout
Iceland. In the very act of descending the gangway,
the traveller finds himself face to face on the quay with
great stacks of bottles in boxes, proudly inscribed "Egil
Skallagrimsson"; poorly as the hero of that violent Saga
would have thought of a name writ in mineral-water,
or of "the bubble, Reputation*' compressed in gassy
lemonade. Yet the modern Icelander still cleaves to the
old names and the old system of patronymics. Surnames
are too newfangled for him; and so the children of, say,
Kiartan Olafsson are still called------Kiartansson or-----
Kiartansdottir. Reykjavik itself, with its mushroom
growths of concrete and corrugated iron and noi an
ancient building in it, honours none the less faithfully
the memory of old Ingolf with a modernistic statue,
by Einar Jonsson, set up in its main square; and plans
to central-heat itself in most up-to-date fashion by boring
down to the springs below it boiling with the earth's
primaeval heat. The same contrasts continue through the
countryside. Along the fifty kilometres of road to Thing-
vellir, where by the great prehistoric lava-rift the first
of Parliaments met a thousand years ago, whole pro-
cessions of shining automobiles now stream out to a little
inn that still christens itself by the heathen name of
"Valhalla", Venture a little farther afield and you find
the few roads dwindling to rocky bridle-tracks, along
which heroic American cars pound and bump their